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Sleep? 
Author's Notes: 


| hope | did this prompt justice, Merry Ficmas! 


Bruce stared at the ceiling for a few moments before flipping over on his side, staring over at the bathroom 
door. A few seconds later he flopped over on his front. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldn't get 
comfortable. He maneuvered himself onto his back again. 


"Bruce, | swear to god if you move one more time." Steve mumbled sleepily. 


‘Im just trying to get comfortable! Nngh." Bruce scooted away from the edge of the bed. "Move over." 


"Bruce, if | move over I'm gonna be on the bleedin’ floor." 

"Bollocks! I'm on the edge, you're hogging the bed!" 

Steve propped himself up on his elbows and glared daggers at him. "We ‘ave a flight in the mornin’. Go t sleep!" 
Bruce grumbled and shifted on his side, the bed shaking as Steve dropped back down. He sighed. 

The clock read 2:03, and the little light beside it was off, reminding him mockingly that it was in late in the 
night and he wasn't anywhere close to getting any rest. He sighed again. He shifted towards the middle of the 
bed, and he had found just the right semi-comfortable position- 


"Bruce, get yer elbow out of me back!" 


Bruce groaned aloud and shifted back where he was, back to the realm of uncomfortableness. He sighed. A 


standard double was nowhere close to being big enough for two grown men. 
Steve ground his teeth. 


Bruce shivered. And now there was a bit of a draft in the room. He tugged on the blankets a little, shimmying 
around to find a decent position with the added warmth and boy this just might be it- 


"Quit “oggin' the blankets!" Steve grumbled, pulling the sheets back over himself. 


Maybe tonight just wasn't the night for a good sleep. Maybe he was just doomed to be a walking zombie at 


the terminal tomorrow morning. He sighed. 

It just wasn't fair! Another sigh fell from his lips. 

Bruce turned on his side again, this time facing Steve; he took in a long breath, ready to discharge the sigh to 
end all sighs. He grunted as a strong hand wrapped around his bicep and yanked him over the hard body that 


was resting beside him. His head settled onto Steve's chest as Steve's arm tightened over his upper back. 


The draft in the room was easily bested by Steve's body heat, he was no longer in danger of falling off the 


bed and he was more comfortable than he'd been all night. 
"Now can we get some sleep?" 

Bruce nodded enthusiastically. 

Steve rolled his eyes and planted a kiss on Bruce's forehead. 


Finally, 


